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[By our Letter- Box.) 
Tur ISOLATED LOVERS. A Novet. 


F xtracted from alate French work, for this paper. 

“Mingled with the most delicate tenderness» 
there was a firmness in her manner and tone of 
voice, that acted like a charm on my mind, and 
at once restored me from despondence to hope. 
i no longer doubted the recovery of my mistress, 
and our speedy release from this gloomy confine- 
ment. Anticipating, with transport, the happy 
day, when, like a pleasing vision, we should burst 
on the view of our enraptured friends, who had so 
long bewailed us as dead, I said to myself—‘With 
what pleasure shall L restore Moina to the em- 
braces of her father! With what rapture shall I 
again fold her in my arms, when endeavouring to 
soothe the self-reproaches of our parents, which 
they both must have felt for their cruelty towards 
us, I shall exclaim with transport—Behold your 
son and daughter, rescued, as it were, by a 
miracle, from death, by the interposition of that 
heavenly Father, who deserts not the virtuous and 
distressed in the day of peril—Behold your child- 
ren, Who have been attached to one another from 
their tenderest youth—they can never live asun- 
dev.’ 

“Every day increased my love for Moina, and 
convinced me more and more of the impossibility 
of living apart from her. 
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“The greater purity of the air—better food, 
and the reviving warmth of the sun, together 
with the cheerful fire, which dispelled the mois- 
ture of our dwelling, at length began to operate a 
favourable change in the appearance of Moina, 
which had lately suffered both from the humid 
state of the mill, and from her anxiety and solici- 
tude on my account; for, as I have before remark- 
ed, I could not disguise from her my apprehen- 
sions of approaching famine, and my carnest de- 
sire of escaping from our imprisonment. 


“The gradual diminution of our stock of pro- 
visions, compelled me incessantly to think ot 
some new means of relieving our wants. 


“One day, when my heart was distracted by 
this dreadful apprehension, and all my efforts 
were unable to tranquilise my spirits, I formed 
the sudden resolution, of setting fire to the trees 
and rubbish that impended over the roof of the 
mill, prompted by the foolish persuasion, that the 
flames would destroy or remove the enormous 
masses that enveloped us, without doing injury to 
our asylum. Moina, fortunately, arrived in time 
to dissuade me from so mad a project;—she point- 
ed out to me its imprudence, in such convincing 
language, that I shuddered with horror at the 
thought I had entertained. She told me there was 
no cause for despair, and no reason for adopting 
hasty and desperate: reselutions, as our stock of 
provisions would last some months to come; the 
season would shower fruits upon our dwelling, and 
the roof was already. strewed with chesnuts new- 
ly falten. 


“It was but a few days after, that I heard the 
notes of birds among the branches, and desirous 
of obtaining a change of food, I discharged a 
musket at random, directed to the point whence 


_the noise seemed to proceed. I shot one of the 


birds, which fell upon the roof; and, at the same 
moment, 1 thought 1 heard several claps of 
thunder, 


Vol. III. 

















188 Mew Morel, 


WOAeeennne SEEN ER BRA 00 00 000000 809904104408 004 848000001001081 WARADLEADEAN1 
» 


‘*‘Hitherto, I had never heard the report of can- 
non. Shortly afterwards, I plainly distinguished 
a confused, though remote noise, which approach- 
ing by degrees, at last gave satisfactory evidence, 
of its being the sound of axes, and other instru- 
ments, employed in removing the superincum- 
bent mass, and the rubbish that surrounded the 
mill. 

‘**Pondering with surprise and astonishment, I 
was unable to conjecture the cause of so unexpect- 
ed, and to us, so seemingly, fortunate an event. 

“I hastened to communicate this new and in- 
teresting circumstance to Moina— it inspired me 
with fresh resolution and confidence. I conjectur- 
ed, that some peasant, having heard the report of 
my gun, had alarmed our friends at the village, 
and they had hastened hither with the hope of 
relieving us from our dungeon. The longer I in- 
dulged this hope, the more strongly was it con- 
firmed, till at last I yielded to it as to an estab- 
lished truth. Catching my beloved Moina in my 
arms, I fancied myself already in the act of re- 
storing her to our disconsolate parents. I grieved 
that it was not in my power, to aid the benevolent 
Jabours of the villagers;s—In vain, did I endeay- 
our to make my voice heard withont the mill. 

‘How readily does the heart expand itself with 
the sweet and flattering illusions of hope! I listened 
with anxious attention to the noise of the labour- 
ers—the blows succeeded each other with less 
frequency, till at length, they were heard no more 
—all was dul], uninterrupted silence, within and 
without—and I was again plunged in all the hor- 
rors of disappointment and despair. 

‘‘A suffocating heat was now perceptible on 
every side—the smoke overwhelming us in every 
quarter, left us in no doubt of the cause. The 
flames soon burst upon us, and arose from the 
bottom of the mass, in circling columns mingled 
with smoke and crackling brands, presenting a 
prospect of unutterable horror, and fraught with 
despair to our bewildered imaginations, A single 
moment—and from the pinnacle of transporting 
hope, we were plunged to the lowest abyss of 
dreadful apprehension;—our habitation, Moina, 
and myself, were apparently the certain victims 
of the increasing flames which surrounded us, and 
threatened our destruction at every moment. But 
as they approached the spot, to which, in our ter- 
ror, we had retreated—and auginented by the 
huge piles of dry wood, and the combustible ma- 
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terials they encountered, in their progress, the 
smoke was driven aside by a strong south-east 
wind, and the opening thus made, discovered to 
our view, the bed of the stream, entirely choaked 
with ashes and heaps of rubbish. 

“We had retreated for refuge to the ground 
floor—the water around us was knee deep. Seat- 
ed upon the gravel, with Moina closely pressed 
to my bosom; I contemplated the probable result 
of this new calamity, of the awful fate which 
awaited us. Uncertain, whether our portion was 
life or death---release or confinement. Meanwhile, 
I lost not a moment, that necessary presence of 
mind, which in all times of eminent danger, is 
our surest safeguard and protection. 

“The water, which, impeded in its regular 
channel, was poured around on every side of the 
mill, protected us effectually from the fury of the 
first approaching flames;---I now perceived that 
the wind, taking its course through the narrow 
pass of the valley, raged with most violence on 
the right and left of the stream, and left its chan- 
nel free and unendangered. The rubbish, that in 
heaps over-arched the roof as well as the braces, 
at length caught the flames, and its fall menaced 
us with instant death. Not a moment was to be 
lost---f took Moina in one arm, and thus freight- 
ed with all that attached me to life, I seized my 
gun with the other, and gropirs my way over 
burning fire-brands, that obstructed our passage, 
I descended with a swift and rapid step to the bed 
of the torrent. 

‘When I came to the spot where the stream 
takes a sudden turn towards the meadow, and 
which had not felt the effect of the flames, I con- 
ceived that we were in security from all danger. 
What more had we to dread! Alas! I was as yet 
unacquainted with mankind.---A verdant plain, 
enamelled with flowers, presented itself to my as- 
tonished view, strewed with the dead, the dying, 
and the wounded, weltering in their gore, pro- 
miscuously mingled on every side;---broken arms 
---helmets, and scattered garments dyed in blood, 
covered the field---while horses deprived of their 
riders, and wild with affright, ran to and fro, 
trampling on every thing they met in their way. 
Streams of blood flowed from the piles of the slain 
and the wounded---while groups of brutal sol- 
diers, with savage ferocity, stripped off. their 
cloathing, with equal indifference, their compan- 
ions and their enemies, and wantonly slaughtered 
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the grazing herds of cattle. as if delighting in no- 
thing but devastation and destruction. 

‘At this horrid spectacle, Moina fainted, and 
fell senseless on this field of blood. 

“For myself, though I had so many motives to 
exert my firmness and resolution, I will confess 
I had not the heroic unfeelingness, to remain un- 
moved at such a scene of horror. I was horror- 
struck and motionless; but, I was secon roused 
from my state of insensibility, on finding myself 
siezed, disarmed and bound, while my lips were 
incessantly repeating the beloved name of Meina. 
I was, however, forcibly hurried away from her 
—till at length, overcome with fatigue—my feet 
torn, bruised and bleeding, I fell again senseless 
to the earth. 

“On recovering my recollection, I called aloud 
for Moina, but Moina could no longer hear me; 
—I stretched out my arms to embrace her, but 
Moina had disappeared;—Instead of her, I found 
myself surrounded by strangers, with whose lan- 
guage I was unacquainted—a rough and barba- 
vous soldiery, whose hearts, as insensible to pity, 
as their bodies were regardless of fatigue, heeded 
not my sighs and tears. 

‘My ears were assailed by frightful cries of 
excruciating pain—the confused tumult, of savage 
dissonance and revelry, and the sports of the 
brutal soldiery;—dim torches were passing the 
field in every direction, in search of the spoils 
of the slain;—the air resounded with the clamours 
of a group of men, covered with bloody aprons, 
and armed with long knives, who were surround- 
ed by their victims, breathing their last groans 
in the most horrible agonies, or, perhaps, pro- 


longing their existence only for a time, to endure, . 


at last, more crucl torments;—such was the scene 
when I first recovered my senses. Amidst the 


corses of the dead, and the groans of the dying, I 


still called on the name of Moina. ‘The spot on 
which | had fallen, had also furnished a bed of 
eternal rest, to another unhappy victim of mis- 
fortune. I found, on recovering my senses, that 
my companion was no more—He no longer blush- 
ed to find himself a man. 

“Qh! ye, who applaud warfare, who profit by 
its calamities, and vindicate its atrocious and de- 
structive principles—ye never knew its complicat- 
ed miseries---for, they who rejoice in its pursuit, 
regardless of its multiplied distresses, must be 
either made men or traitors to their species. 
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“Speak! ye cold hearted ambitious men, whe 
stir up your fellow creatures to butcher one an- 
other, and who delight in fields of blood;---telt 
me, what is the field of battie which you absurdly 
call the field of glory, but a military hospital, of 
which the wretched and maimed inhabitants are 
the hapless victims of your pride and rapacity. 

“I was conveyed to the hospital at Grenoble, 
where, from the attention paid me, I soon recov- 
ered my bodily health. But, alas! What cure for 
the disease that raged in my heart! During the 
two last months of my convalescense, I acquired 
some little knowledge of the language spoken by 
those around me; the unfavourable opinion [ had 
at first entertained of them, was, by degrees dis 
pelled. I began to be pleased with their manners, 
and even to approve of their principles. 1 soon 
learned, that man, in the state of warfare, is every 
where the same, and exposed as he is, at all times 
to privations, to hardships and the danger of death, 
it no longer seemed strange to me, that he did 
not show to another, that pity which he denies to 
himself. S. IT. PHERE. 

[ To be concluded in onr next.) 

{By our Letter- Box. 

TO EDWARD. 

I’ond youth, thy letter is receiv’d, 
And ail its warm contents believ’d, 
Maria knows and feels by turns, 
What flame in Edward’s bosom burns; 
And now she owns an equal flame, 
Which till this hour she dared not name. 





This clime for me no charms will prove, 
While absent from the youth I love; 
Nor belles nor beaux, who flutter here, 
Need give thy breast a moment’s care; 
Your faithful heart I know is mine, 

And to its ardours I resign. 


Soon shall the flying steeds convey, 

From fools and cripples, sick, and gay; 

From fancied pains and real woes, 

And all the ills which fortune knows; 

Thy loved Maria, to thy arms, 

With all thy valued, worship’d charms; 
Which Edward then may boast his own, 
Possess unrivall’d and alone. MARIA. 


—-- 

MY CORAL, OR FANNY’S LIPS. 
Whilst Fanny kiss’d her infant care, 
You bite my lip, she cried, my dear;— 
The smiling child, tho’ half afraid, 
Thus to his beauteous mother said— 
With me, mama, O do not quarrel! 

I thought that lip had been my conat! 
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Young Henry, or Love and Glory, 


SUNG BY MR. BRENAN. 
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HI. 
Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 
Jane fallow’d....fought.,...ah, hapless story!... 
In man's attire, by Henry’s side.... 
She died for love, and he for glory. 


if. 


With her his faith he meant to plight, 
Aud told her many a gallant story; 
Till war, their honest joys to blight, 
Calld him away from love te glory. 
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(iP Norice ro New Supscripers. 
Those persons who became quarterly Patrens, 
since the first day of January last, are respectfully 
informed, that the acceptance ef this No. (it being 
their i4th,) renews their subscription for another 
quarter, and that consequently a second payment of 
One dollar becomes due. This notice does not affect 
any one of our origina’ subscribers—their period of 
patronage not expiring until the delivery of the 26th 
No. which completes the 3d volume. 
gp Distant Subscribers must invariably pay 
the postage on their letters, and enclose such notes as 
are not 25 per cent delow far. 


ed 


[By our Letter- Box.) 
THE HUMBUG SOCIETY. 
No. ILI. 


I generally spend my sunday-evenings at a 
distant relation’s in the city, where, there being a 
large family possessed of different humors, I find 
the greatest diversion. A description of one even- 
ing’s entertainment will, I flatter myself, satisfy 
the curious reader. 

The master of the house is a politician, who, 
deeming himself wiser than all the ministers put 
tegether, ef course censures almost every measure 
that is adopted. ‘The News-paper is not out of his 
hands the whole day, and every thing respecting 
a peace or war, troubles him in such a manner, 
that he cannot possibly enjoy himself even on the 
day of rest. He has eat no dinner because such 
a bill has passed nem. con. ; quarrelled with his 
daughter because there was a new tax ; fallen out 
with his supper, because of some body’s speech, 
and so on. It being my way generally to exag- 
gerate, I have seen him so exceedingly cast down, 
that a stranger would imagine something very se- 
rious to himself had happened. I always bring 
him alarming news,which discomposes him insuch 
a manner that he has visibly fretted beyond mea- 
sure—to shaw my sympathy and fellow feeling, 
I appear of course to join in the sorrow. 

If a neighbor’s house was on fire, or a friend 
failed in business, this gentleman’s calamity would 
not be so great, because this was a private mistor- 
tune ; no, our patriotic citizen feels only for the 
public interest—such is his great feeling, such his 
wonderful benevolence! For my part I am sur- 
prised how he attends to any business, but I am 
told indeed that he has frequently neglected a cus- 


tomer on account of a gazette extraordinary, and ° 
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has been considering the last essay of Brutus, in- 
stead of writing out a bill. 

The lady of the house is of a very different dis- 
position, but full of trouble also ; indeed her hus- 
band’s politics aggravate her distresses, for when- 
ever he puts on a grave face at any supposed mis- 
management in the state affairs, she answers if 
with another, because he won’t pay proper atten- 
tion to her mistortunes. 

But what are these lady’s misfortunes? you 
will ask- Really it is impossible to tell, for she sel- 
dom knows herself—they are all imagined sor- 
rows, created ills proceeding from a weak under- 
standing and superstitious folly. At supper time 
I have known her husband to lay down his knife 
and fork in consequence of some reports just 
brought in, while his good woman has expressed 
indeed the most inexpressible grief at the knife and 
fork being laid across each other—for why ?—it 
betokened future distress, distress that would be 
inevitable. I have frequently spilt the salt out of 
fun, and the ominous consequence has been imme- 
diately verified, for I have been well scolded for the 
same. If a coal should jump out of the fire, it is in- 
stantaneously proved a coffin, which is soon to be 
the fate of one of the company ; but if these omens 
do not take place, there is generally the recollec- 
tion of some remarkable dream which causes equal 
sorrow. 

There is a maiden sister of the old gentleman’s 
in the house that is always full of grief and an- 
xiety. She has several favorite cats, dogs, birds, 
&c. and there is very seldom a moment that one of 
them is wot ill, or imagined to be so. If pretty 
poll does not speak every minute, then something 
is assuredly the matter; if one of the cats mew, 
the poor creature is neglected, slie has got no din- 
ner; if Pompev’s tail is trod upon, which I gen- 
erally take care to do, the old lady is in the great- 
est grief imaginable ; and indeed 1 think these 
spoiled animals “ catch the sorrows which fall 
from her,” for there is always something the mat- 
ter with them. Pussey perhaps is bewailing the 
loss of her kittens, or seeking a companion; Pom- 
pey’s eye has been often scratched by ‘Tibby when 
out of humor, and Poll has been evidently jcal- 
ous for the over-attention which his mistress has 
paid any of the sufferers, and thus, one would 
imagine, grief was universal. 

The daughter, who persuades herself that she 
is mistress of more beauty and accomplisliments 
than appear, is always out of humor when at 
home, being never pleased but when she is abroad 
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Merriment and’ Sentiment. 
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gadding in the company of either a sharper or 
libertine. She bates me, because out of fun J ne- 
ver ask her father’s leave to take her out; nay, 
out of fun, when she has made some excuse for go- 
ing out, IL have requested her to stay as I could 
not possibly bear the loss of her sweet company; 
this intreaty being always followed by a parental 
command, has the desired effect, consequently she 
becomes so very agreeable, that she does little or 
nothing else than frown, sigh, and whelp the 
whole evening. There is a younger sister on 
whom she vents her spite, and orders about accor- 
ding to her pleasure—this of course mortifies her 
and fills her full of sorrew; besides, her sister’s 
gowns are always better than her’s, which still 
atlds to her grief. 

The son, who is the hope of the family, always 
wants money to spend, which as he cannot always 
command, is generally out of humor; besides, being 
at home, he can’t leap, nor play pitch and toss as 
out of doors with his companions: it is no won- 
der then that master makes one among the unhap- 
py crew. 

The servants I remark are always quarrelling, 
so of course they are not pleased. Complaints come 
irom every one—thecat runs away with the milk, 
the dog oversets a dish---in short, reader, if you 
wish for a view of this most dismal scene, call 
upon your humble servant, Merry Andrew, any 
Sunday evening at six o’clock, and you shall be 
introduced to this family of sorrow. 


MERRY ANDREW. 


—_———_—_ 
ee 


LORD ERSKINE’S MARRIACE. 


The marriage of this eminent lawyer is not 
generally known, although it took place so far 
back as Oct. last,at Gretna-Green. It is certain that 
little notice of this remarkable event has yet ap- 
peared in the public prints. In October his lord- 
ship arrived at Gretna, accompanied by Miss Sa- 
rah Buck, the present lady Erskine, by whom 
he had several children out of the pale of wedlock. 
He was dressed in fashionable female attire, 
with a large Leghorn bonnet and long veil. On 
the arrival of the officiating priest of the temple 
of Hymen, his lordship threw off his dress, and 
appeared in propria persona, and the usual cere- 
mony being gone through, the parties were decla- 
red man and wife! His lordship again] put on his 
female vestments, aud was on the point of taking 
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his departure, when his son, the hon. Thomas 
Erskine, made his appearance in a chaise and four; 
but the knot was tied, and shortly after, the new 
married couple drove off—The bride is about thir- 
ty-seven years and the noble bridegroom nearly 
seventy.—The object of this extraordinary step 
is said to be for the purpose of legalising the 
children of this connexion, who, according to the 
Scottish law, cease to be illegitimate on the mar- 
rage of their parents at any time. ( Lond. Paper.) 


[By our Letter-Box.] 
TO WILLIAM. 


Ah! William! are those vows sincere, 
Which you have made to me? 

May not some other maiden dear, 
Soon make a change in thee? 


Will neither place nor time efface, 
My image l!rom thy mind? 

Like an April snow, which the sun will thaw, 
And leave no trace behind? 


Ah! fickle Nature! ever such! 
In search of something new: 

And that which now delights so much, 
How soon may bid adicu! 


Love but lasts a transient season, 
That passes quick away; 
But Friendship has the charms of reason, 
Which never can decay! CHARLOTTE. 
— 


[By our Letter-Bo2-} 
TO BELVIDERA. 


Adieu! sweet girl, alas! adieu! 
We part to mect no more; 
Adieu to peace, to hope, to you, 

And to my dearest shore! 


If fortune had propitious smiled, 
My Love had made me blest; 

But she, like me, is sorrow’s child, 
By misery opprest! 

I go to India’s sultry clime, 
Oh! never to return! 

Beneath some low embow’ring lime, 
Shall be thy lover’s urn! 


No kindred spirit there shall weep, 
Or musing, pensive stray; 
My image thou alone wilt keep, 


And grief’s soft tribute pay. OLERON. 


TO AN UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 
Poor wand’rer! how shall that weak form, 
So loosely clad in vesture light, 

Endure the malice of a storm, 
The rudeness of a winter’s night’ 


Humor and pathos. 
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And does a smile your cheek illume? 
Alas! that faint and feeble glow, 

Is like the flower’s untimely bloom, 
Drooping amidst a waste of snow. 


Peor girl! you sigh, you would unfold 
The course of sorrow you have run: 
A simple story, quickly told— 

You lov’d, believed, and were undone! 


Why weep you, as my hand you press? 
Why on my features gaze and sigh? 
Would no one pity your distress? 
None listen to your tale but P? 


Alas! a pittance scant, I fear, 

Is all the joy I can bestow; 

I can but wipe away one tear! 

One moment from a life of woe! 

Yet e’en for this your grateful eye 
To heaven is rais’d. Poor girl, adieu! 
"l'o scenes of senseless mirth Z fly— 
To poverty and sickness, you! 


—__ 


TO A YOUNG LADY,—WITH A DOVE. 


Accept, dear maid, the most delightful bird, 

That ever Venus to her chariot bound— 

By Love adopted, and by Peace prefer’d, 

For meekness valued, and for faith renown’d. 

A bird in which such rare perfections meet, 
Alone is worthy to be counted thine— 

His beauty, fair one, is like yours complete, 

And his fidelity resembles mine. JULIUS. 


TO JULIUS,—WITH ANOTHER. 
Swain, I accept your all-accomplish’d Dove, 
With rapture listen to his plaintive moan, 

And vow with constancy the bird to love, 
Whose beauty thus reminds me of my own. 

I cannot prove my gratitude too soon, 

For such a mark of tenderness confer’d; 

So, song for song be thine, and boon for boon, 
Kindness for kindness, swain, and bird for bird, 
Lo, the best fowl that markets can produce, 
My choice has singled froma tuneful group! 
Accept, sweet bard, from me as great a Goose 
As e’er was fatten’d in a poulterer’s coop, 

Your verse the merit of the Dove displays, 
The compliments I pay my bird are few, 

Yet ’tis, methinks, no niggard share of praise, 
To say how strongly he resembles you. ANNA. 


——— 


SIR JOHN MOORE, 


This gallant general fell a victim to false intel- 
ligence, whether accidental or intentional, remains 
yet to be decided, He engaged the French on the 
heights of Corunna, and fell while the force under 
his command was retreating on board their ships 
and transports, from a more powerful and victori- 
ous foe. He was decidedly the first general in the 
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British service; his movements in Spain indicated 
a powerful and comprehensive genius: and he ad- 
ded to these advantages a noble simplicity of char- 
acter and elevation of mind., The French paid 
every honor to the remains of the British chief; 
and Bonaparte ordered Mr. Fourcroy, late consul 
at Charleston, S. C. at that time consul at Corun- 
na, to erect a monument on the spot where he fell. 
We have seen it on the height entering the port. 
The following lines, expressive of the event, are 
written with genuine taste and feeling, and are 
worthy of preservation. 
THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 


Who fell at the battle of Corunna, in Spain, in 1808. 


Not a drum was heard, nor a funeral note, a. 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried, 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot, 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 


We buried him darkly at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning; 

By the struggling moon-beam’s misty light, 
And the lanthorn dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 
Not in sheet nor in shroud we bound him, 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial cloak around him. 


Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow, 

But we stedfast gazed on the face of the dead, 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 


We thought, as we hollow’d his narrow bed, 
And smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his 
And we far away on the billow. [head, 
Lightly they’ll talk of the spirit that’s gone, 
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him, 
But nothing he'll reck, if they let him sleep on, 
Ina grave wherea Briton has laid him. 


But half of our heavy task was done, 

When the clock told the hour for retiring, 
And we heard the distant random gun 

That the foe was suddenly firing. 


Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory, 
We carved not a line, we raised not a stone, 


But we left him alone in his glory 


ANECDOTE. 

An Irishman meeting an acquaintance, exclaim- 
ed, “Ah! my dear fellow, who do you think I have 
just been speaking to? faith, your old friend Pat- 
rick, who is grown so thin I hardly knew him; te 
be sure, you are thin, and I am thin, but heads thin- 
ner than both of us put to together! 
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THE HEART OF CHARITY, 
A New Masonic Song, by H. C. Lewis. 


The world’s proud slave, with pompous soul, 
May golden gifts impart; 
And win the eye, without control, 
But never touch the heart: 
Tis gold attracts the insect mind, 
Enslayes the iron school; 
Tis gold that leads the passions blind, 
And deifies a fool!— 


But wealth could never yet controul 
The HEART OF CHARITY! 

Nor charm the free expanded soul, 
Like sacred Masonry! 

O blest be then the Mystic Arr, 
‘To Heav’n and Man so dear, 

‘That can such greater joys impart, 
And dry the suff’rer’s tear. 


The Ligut pivine can stay the dart 
‘That man for man prepares,— 

‘Teach him to act the Brother's part, 
And guide him from his snares: 

And Mason’s HAanps alone disclose, 
To friendship’s feeling true, 

A wealthier store than Ocean knows, 
Or mines of rich Peru. 


Then hail, again, the Mystic Art, 
The Sun that cheers, thro life, 
The Orphan’s eye, the Widow’s heart, 
The Husband, Child, and Wife! 
For UNIVERSAL Love reveals 
The neart oF Cuariry, 
And Sgecresy each act conceals— 
The spoast of MASONRY! 


- 


The above song, set to Music, is for sale at 
the editor's Cheap Music Store, 164 S. 11th s'reet, 
and at his Printing-Office, 272 Market-st. where 
may be had a variety af Music, at 123 cts. per sheet. 





— 





WANTED, 


A person to collect subscribers to this work, and 
some others, now publishing. A liberal per centage 
will be allowed. Apply at this office. 
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Music and Literature. 


NOW PUBLISHING, IN PHILADELPHIA, 
THE WEEKLY 
LITERARY & MUSICAL 
MAGAZINE. 


This paper contains 8 quarto pages, printed every 
Monday. A part, not exceeding 2 pages, is always de- 
voted to Music, and the remainder to useful and en- 
tertaining LirerAruReE. 

Terms, One dollar per quarter, in advance—Sub- 
criptions received quarterly, half-yearly, or annually, 
by the editor, H. C. Lewis, No. 272 Market-st. or 164 
South Eleventh-st. 

pc? Orders from distant parts, addressed to H.C, 
Lewis, as above, ard post-paid, enclosing not less 
than one dollar, will be attended to immediately. 

*,* Persons making known to the editor a disposi- 
tion to act as Agents, in the city or distant places, for 
the receipt of subscriptions, receive the paper gra/is. 

Philadelphia, Afiril 5, 1819. 

74% Printers of Newspapers, who publish the 
above 3 times every quarter, will befriend a very ex- 
pensive establishment, yet in its infancy, und  eceive 
our papers as paid for, instead of exchanging. 
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THE HIVE. 


A liberal price will be given for a complete copy 
of “* The Hive, or Repository of Literature,” a week- 
ly paper published by H.C Lewis, in the City of 
Washington, in 1809-10, if sent to the Editor, No. 
272 Market street, or 164 S. Eleventh. 


